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By RONALD H. BAYES 


INVITATION 


Silence the bells. 

Close people’s eyes. 
This is the City of Sleep. 
No tomorrow. 

No yesterday. 

You, night journeyer, 
bury your worries— 

the problems you carry 
—and sleep. 


You, outcast, full of regret, 
Strip the skin off your meat and 
leave it for your pursuers— 
leave it for them 

a meal in the forest 

—and sleep. 

This is the City of Sleep. 

No tomorrow. 

No yesterday. 


Do you desire to see 
splattered blood? 
Able’s face? 

Or maidenheads taken 
by force— 

The big world 

is behind the door. 
Sleep. 


No watch stared at him. 

No numbers tangled his direction 

And the days slept. 

And the nights slept. 

And the thieves and the guards slept. 


Yes, it’s for you! 

Sleep. 

Oh sleep! 

As for me, 

| shall close people’s eyes 
and sleep. 

Silence the bells. 

Silence. 
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GUILTY IF YOU’RE INNOCENT 


In a room on the 7th floor 

they met, talked, wrestled, slept 
together, shades down 

in a room on the 7th floor, 

but 1? | remained nailed to the wall, 
and like you wanted me— 

like a nail— 

entering their eyes, their smiles, 
sinking, driving 

in a wall 

in a room on the 7th floor. 


| heard one, My Sir, 

asking about him about his wonderful love, 
about a body (sorry, Sir!). 

That one said he was like fire 

—and once they talked about 

a lost world, about 

a point in a lost world. 

But | (and like You wanted me). 

| didn’t understand what they said, 
because | was above their wonderful love; 
above a body like fire. 

And (like You wanted me) 

| remained like a nail; 

| lacerated their eyes, 

searching in their bed, 

searching in the wall 

in that room on the 7th floor. 


Now I speak about a date for revenge: 
| speak concerning the fury of rebels, 
dealing with wishes that become 
ropes around necks 
and nails in bleeding palms. 
(Sorry, Sir, but they were innocent indeed.) 
Ah, when the morning awoke in my city 
there were stories that circled telling 
of a room on the 7th floor, about a date 
for revenge—and the fury of rebels. 
Stories. 
And when two were discovered 
there was a rope around their necks and 
nails in the palms of their hands. 
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IF YOU SLEEP WITH ME ONCE, MY SIR 


Come back once again, 

My Sir— 

come back white like our shame 

like the morning lie in saluting our neighbor. 


My Sir, 

come back like us—like ourselves. 

We want to worship You as our shadow, 

our pride, our shame; 

My Sir 

we won’t light the candles until You return; 

we won’t wash the road with tears until You return 

we won’t love any God: sick with hunger we wait 
until You return 


Come back like our desire, 

like every laughing lie, 

like the mourning lie in saluting our neighbor 
because we want to know again Your dearness, 


because we want to worship You as both God and the Devil. 


My Sir, 

if You sleep with me once— 

run your fast burning blood in my bed— 
if You know my crippled God 

and how | sing happiness 

and how | become a resident 

of my ribs 

and how, how | become, My Sir, 
with any sharp incision, 

with my crucified night across my bed, 
bigger than Your cross which is 
tossed behind the suns 

behind the wind, My Sir— 


if You knew 
if You knew 
My Sir. 

Bigger than You are my 

crippled God 

came back like my ugly face, 

my ugly body— 


That is why we cry louder for You, 

because we want to know in Your eyes 
the love of man, 

for we love You in our shame, 

worship You in our shadow, 

because we want to become in You whole— 
God and Devil—My Sir 


O My Sir 
please 
be a man for once. 
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BARBITURATES 


Stop and read. Don’t cross! Stop! Beware! What’s in the 
papers today? An ad in red color: “TAKE A PILL TO SLEEP. 
TAKE A PILL.” 

| won’t read; | won’t beware of my own self; I’ll sleep 
without a pill! 

and a red light comes on 

a child says aloud ‘GIVE ME A PILL.” 

A girl, too, “PILL! PILL!’ 


My mother wishes that she could read. 
Mother we won’t read. We won’t read. We won't. 
And we'll sleep without any pills. 


Stop. What’s is the papers today? Nixon gave a speech 
to the Congress about the Good—the Well-intentioned 
of the world—and Peace. 


Cadavers of children in Viet Nam sleep in peace. Red tape, 
bureacrats, like the red light blink red. And the entire 
spectrum asks for pills to sleep. 


What? the Pope talked too? About the Holy 
intentions of the Church 

And the Good of the World and the Evils 

of birth control and Peace? 


Steps of the Holy House in Jerusalem, you may 

sleep peacefully, as the whole world desires, it seems, 
sleep 

above peace. 


Stop again! 

What? 

In today’s news? 

Nixon gave a speech and the Pope talked, too? 


And a bank went bankrupt? 

And dances were held in execution squares? 
lt seems all the world was in the press today 
talking peace 

and good. 

| say SLEEPING PILLS FOR THE DEAD! 
Pills for the dead in Viet Nam, Ireland, 

in Jesusalem 

too 

Pills. 


A child cries out ‘GIVE ME... ” 

An old man whimpers, low, “GIVE ME... ” 
Young girl murmurs out of her dream, “GIVE ME... ” 
My mother, sleep in peace 

for the world is concerned. 

Give me a pill to sleep; give my son one. 


And the huckster’s voice 
rolls out of the black 

and the whole street trembles 
“WONDERFUL!” 


4-% 


Mek > ae 
Su eS ™ 
ce EA Fs. 


iS 


ce 


» 


u 


oy 


| 


a 


a 
fe 
- 
‘ ° 
+ 
. 
* 
‘ 
ts < 
. ll 
.* oo 
‘eo « 
- e | 
m 
6 
te % 
¢ 
ve, * 
KR -, ; + 
*< . . 
‘i 
. a 
> 
. 


weer 


ay 


xt) 


—— 


